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THREE POEMS 



THE BOSTON EVENING TRANSCRIPT 

The readers of the Boston Evening Transcript 
Sway in the wind like a field of ripe corn. 

When evening quickens faintly in the street, 
Wakening the appetites of life in some 
And to others bringing the Boston Evening Transcript, 
I mount the steps and ring the bell, turning 
Wearily, as one would turn to nod good-bye to Rochefoucauld, 
If the street were Time and he at the end of the street, 
And I say, "Cousin Harriet, here is the Boston Evening 
Transcript." 

AUNT HELEN 

Miss Helen Slingsby was my maiden aunt, 

And lived in a small house near a fashionable square 

Cared for by servants to the number of four. 

Now when she died there was silence in heaven 

And silence at her end of the street. 

The shutters were drawn and the undertaker wiped his feet — 

He was aware that this sort of thing had occurred before. 

The dogs were handsomely provided for, 

But shortly afterwards the parrot died too. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The Dresden clock continued ticking on the mantelpiece, 

And the footman sat upon the dining table 

Holding the second housemaid on his knees — 

Who had always been so careful while her mistress lived. 



COUSIN NANCY 

Miss Nancy Ellicott 

Strode across the hills and broke them, 

Rode across the hills and broke them — 

The barren New England hills — 

Riding to hounds 

Over the cow-pasture. 

Miss Nancy Ellicott smoked 

And danced all the modern dances; 

And her aunts were not quite sure how they felt about it, 

But they knew that it was modern. 

Upon the glazen shelves kept watch 
Matthew and Waldo, guardians of the faith, 
The army of unalterable law. 

T. S. Eliot 
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